CHAPTER XV
THE  GUM TREE AND  THE  FOREST
THE hill tribes are of no use in the gardens of
Ootacamund and Coonoor. They can fell trees
and cut down jungle; perhaps put up a garden
fence; but there their utility ends, and the lover
of flowers must look to another race to tend his
roses and picotees, his geraniums and heliotrope,
his dahlias and tuberoses. The Canarese, the
agriculturist of Mysore and the plateaus of the
Western Ghat, is the man he must turn to for
the care of his flower-beds. The work of weeding
and watering is congenial to the Canarese, and
both men and women follow the calling of Adam
con amore.
The old woman with the basket on her head
has spent the whole of her life among the flowers
in the Government House gardens at Ootacamund.
In her dark indigo sari, with its broad border of
yellow green, she is in colour harmony with the
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